THE AGE OF S

"Your cigarettes/9 said Jean-Noel, indicating the case with;a smile.

"Keep it/9 Basil replied. "You may want a cigarette during the
night . . ."

Then he took the gold case, put it in Jean-Noel's hand and said in a
ft voice: "Keep it, dearest; it's yours."

"No, really!" cried Jean-Noel, drawing back and blushing.

It was no longer a game, and he felt appallingly embarrassed.

"Yes, yes, as a souvenir of your first visit to the Abbey. It's a
pleasure to me," said Basil.

He turned abruptly away and went out. There was no point in
Jean-Noel's seeing that his eyes were misty.

With his supple, willowy step, his elbows bent, his knees brushing
each other, Lord Pemrose moved down the long passages, wondering
whether he had not let the unforgiving minute pass.

He cursed his shyness, the appalling, insurmountable shyness that
had afflicted him all his life.

How greatly the pain, born in him the night of Ines Sandoval's
Monster's Ball, had grown this evening, that pain shot through with
hope which he could no longer do without.

VI

Lachaume asked Marie-Ange to dinner in the German pavilion at the
Exhibition.

Above and around them the huge fair shone with a brilliant light,
pushing the night away from its circumference. The Eiffel Tower
stood like a mast of light and, from its first platform the voices of
famous writers, monstrously amplified, poured out over the crowd the
important speeches the Government had commissioned from them:
"Hullo, hullo, Monsieur Edouard Wilner will now speak to you ,.."

A few hundred people, a tiny handful among the multitude, most of
them utterly ignorant as to who Monsieur Edouard Wilner might be,
raised their heads. Little electric cars carried the better-off visitors
through the mob in comfort.

"France will always have the treasure of her arts and her friend-
ships .. ." announced Wilner's enormous voice, as the loudspeakers
transmitted his hoarse, colossal blast, like the breathing of Jupiter.
"You, visitors from every country in the world, now enjoying your-
selves here, think of the men of France who, through the centuries,
have laid the foundations for your pleasures of today..."

And the crowd returned to their milling like an exhausted ant-heap.
From the fun-fair came the shrill cries of women on the water-chute
and the scenic railway. Floodlights shone on the marbles of the Palais
de Ghaillot. From every direction came the dulcet sounds of Cuban
and Rumanian orchestras, of Arab and Malagasy bands, prospectuses
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